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Leukemia 


Author's Notes: 
Soon after | finish How To Be Man, I've got an idea to make this story. | was thinking, Since Guns N' Roses is 
old now, What's gonna happen if one of Them is dying? 


This is just a fantasy. Welcome to My world. 


November 2015 
Malibu, California 
Axl 


Its hard to pick out songs for a new album. Sometimes | feel like | want to put everything into my albums to 
make it easier but you just can't do that. Nobody's gonna listen to an album with too many songs, nonstop for 
hours. Internet had fucked all of us old school bands. Now people just cherry picked their favorite songs. No 
one bought CD's anymore, everything was downloads. | hate sitting behind a damn computer screen and 


Googling my own name, but | find myself doing it non fucking stop. 


l'm not sure if it was my way of staying in touch, just snooping, or reading all the horrible shit people said 
about me. Maybe I'm as crazy as they all think | am. | mean | am, the one living my life from an expensive box. 


| was a recluse and | had developed some serious social hangups. 


My thoughts break off as | heard someone knocking the door. 
"Who is it?" 


‘Its me, Axl. Beta" Her voice is carrying that tone she gets when she hates to deliver bad news to me. 


"l'm busy right now, Beta. You can comeback late," | call out just not mentally prepared for whatever she was 


needing to tell me. Maybe | could put it off 

"There's a phone call from Duff" she calls out through the door. 

"Tell him I'l call him later," | already know its just some casual call from Duff. Or so | think 
"Its about Izzy," Beta's voice then slams me from my delusion 

Izzy? 


"There's something wrong with Izzy. He said you need to come to the hospital. It's an emergency," she says 


with urgency, but tenderness because she knows how long we have been friends. 

Izzy? Hospital? 

l'm running up the hall upstairs from my basement studio. Beta follows me from behind. Her face looks 
worried. | give no words as | rush for the phone. My people had a cell phone glued to their hands these days, 


not me. | still had the good old style land line attached to an actual cord. Call it my 80's nostalgia if you like. 


| pick up the phone that sitting on table stand on the hall. "What happen, Duff?" My voice has to be carrying 
all of the sudden panic | feel. 


"It's Izzy, Ax." | heard his hoarse voice saying. ls He crying? 

"Izzy passed out when we were recording in the studio. We had him checked out at the Hospital. They said it's 
Leukemia, stage 4.. You need to come here quick, Ax... The doctor said." Duff is so chocked up he can barely 
continue. Not that | need him to, | already knew what he was trying to say. Izzy was dying. 

Oh no! Oh No! OH NO! IZZY! 


"WHERE!?" | swiftly ask 


Its University of Washington Medical Center. Seattle. Hurry Ax.. He's dying!" And | can hear Duff sobbing. 


| just drop the phone and | rushed to the front door. 

"What happened?" Beta asks in concern. The way I'm behaving is probably worrying her. 

‘Izzy's dying, Beta.| need to go to the hospital right now. Tell Dizzy to come to hospital if you see him. It's 
University of Washington in Seattle," | feel like l'm not even moving. I'm finding it so hard to concentrate. All | 
keep seeing is Izzy's face. 

"Seattle?" Beta curiously questions me. I'm usually never this eager to fucking leave home. 

"Yes, Where's James?" | ask pacing and trying to think of all the last minute details before | rush off. 


"He's probably upstairs," she points. 


"James!!" | shout from the hall so that he can hear me. Soon! see him walking down from the upstairs. The 


look on his face suggests that he already knows the bad news 

"| just got a call from Slash. Are you going to see Izzy?" He asks showing his concern 

"Yes. | need you to take me to the airport. You can come later with Dizzy after you find him 
"Alright," he aptly nods and grabs keys. 


| hug Beta before | left. "I need you to take care the house while I'm away, Beta" | just wanted to break down 
in her arms and cry like a fucking baby. 


"Don't think too much, Axl.'m worried about you." 


"I know," | nod and wish there was some way to reassure her that | would be okay. But at this point, I'm not so 


sure if | would be fucking okay. 

| release my arms from around her. "I have to go, bye." 

"Good bye," she gives me a nod and silent well wishes. 

"Let's go, James," | all but whisper. 

We go out to the garage and get into the car. | didn't pack one single fucking item. On the way to the airport. 
lm thinking of Izzy. My head fills with memories of him. My hand's are sweating and my heart's beating so 


fast. I'm scared, l'm so scared that | might lose him. The thought of him dead make me want to scream. | feel 


my tears coming out from my eyes. | wipe them away before they can get a chance to fall. 


"Hold on, Iz.'m coming for you..So please! Don't give up now..Don't die and leave me alone. beg you." 


November Rain 


Author's Notes: 
Its hard for Me to write this one. | have to research all about Leukemia before | write this. But it is really 
worth it. | hope You can enjoy read this. You can turn on slow music to helps the mood. 


Remember, This is just My fantasy. 


Two hours later my plane touches down. | rush out of the terminal and head for a taxi and get in. Today it's 
raining in Seattle..'m watching the raindrops fall and flow on the taxi window. I'm trying not thinking too much 
because it wouldn't be hard for me to lose myself right now. | hope | can keep my composure in front of him. | 
can't let him see me crying. He hates it when | cry. He always wants to run away when | do. Stuck in a hospital 


bed prevents him from running, but not from shutting me out. And he will if he feels uncomfortable. 


Finally the taxi stops in front of the hospital . | pay the driver and get out. | stand very still in front of the 
hospital. | couldn't think straight. | don't know what to do. I'm scared. I'm so fucking scared. What would | say to 
him? | let the rain fall down on me to wash all my worries away. It doesn't seem to be working. | finally take a 


deep breath, before | walk into the lobby, looking for the receptionist. 


"Where's the room with a patient named Izzy Stra.Jeff Isbell?" | correct myself almost forgetting that Izzy 


uses his real name for things like this. 


The nurse looks at me with a weird expression. Probably because of my wet clothes, but then, maybe she 


recognized me. 
"Family or Visitor?" She asks typing something into a computer. 
‘lm his family," | say without hesitation 


"He's in room 309, it's on the 3rd flo-.."Before the nurse could finish what she's trying to say, | rush to the 


nearest stairs. | couldn't be patient enough to wait for the elevator when I'm in hurry. 


Upon reaching the 3rd floor, | stop myself to catch my breath. I'm so goddamn scared. In the hall, | can see 
Duff and Adler sitting on a bench near the door, while Slash, Gilby and Matt are leaning on the wall. | didn't 
even need to search for the room where Izzy is anymore. Their presence was my sign. As | walked towards 
Izzy's room, | can see their eyes look red and puffy from crying.. Especially Steven. The atmosphere is gloomy. 
My heart feels so heavy just from looking at the atmosphere. I..couldn't face what | was going to see.. 


They all look at me, expecting me to say something, to take charge, but All | can do is stare at Izzy's door in 
front of me. The anxiety comes over me. My hands are sweating and | can hear my heart beating so fast. | 


take a deep breath to make the anxiety go away, not that it does. When | try to rotate the handle and open 


the door, Duff reaches out and grabs my arm and shaking his head. He's trying to stop me from seeing Izzy.. 
"He said he wanted to be alone.." Duff tries to choke out through his tears. 


| just ignore what Duff saying and open the door. | walk inside the room and close the door behind me. | was so 
shocked to see Izzy. What | see is really breaking my heart.lzzy's body looks so skinny and so weak..There is an 
IV attached to his arm which is full of tiny red dots and brushes..He's even using oxygen to help him breathe.. 
He looks so tired and worn out. almost cry seeing him like that.He's so different from the Izzy that | was 
used to seeing, the Izzy that | used to know.. 


He sitting there in the bed looking out of the window as it rains with a blank stare on his face. | can feel my 
eyes tearing..But | raise my hand and wipe the tears away before he can see them, trying so hard to not 


loudly sob. 

'lz.? What happen to you.?2" | croak and realize that | have got to be in shock 
He didnt answer. He didn't even turn to look at me. 

"Why? Why didnt you ever tell me that you had Leukemia??" 


He keeps silent. 


silencel! You always do that to mel! I've had enough. lz.. I'm worried about you..Please, look at me.. Tell me 


everything that | need to know, so that | can help you... 
He still didn't look at me. 


| can't stand this. walked to the chair near the door. | drag it over and put it in right beside him, in between 
his bed and the window. | sit and trying to talk face to face with Him. "Please, tell me z.What happened to 
you..? When did you get Leukemia.? Why did you never tell me about this????" | begged him. | pleaded with him 


for the answer. 


| finally hear him draw in a breath. It almost sounds like he had the flu. "Even if | tell you now, you can't help 


me Àx." 
"What?" 


Finally his eyes meet with mine. His skin looks pale, almost like it did when he was a junkie. His lips looks dry and 
he's sweating a lot. | grasp the bed spread to keep my composure. He paused for a moment before he talks 
again. 

"Hl tell you everything." His eyes fall down on the bed as he continues softly, "A few months after that last 
concert in Las Vegas in 2012, | passed out just like this, in my house. It was 2 days before the Christmas. It's 


some strange fate or miracle, but a friend stopped by. He saw me laying on the floor. He said he couldn't wake 
me up. So he called an ambulance. In the hospital the doctor's check everything that could cause me to faint. 
When the blood work came back they told everything to my friend. | woke up in that moment that the doctor 


was talking to my friend outside my room. And | heard them." His voice sounds raspy. 
"Do You need a drink, Iz?" | offer. | knew he probably needed it. 
"Yes, Please," he nods. 


| grab the water glass with a straw on the table near him and thrust the straw to his mouth so He could 


drink easier. After he finished | put it back on the table again. 
"Thanks." 
"So what did they say?" | press. 


"The doctor said that | had Leukemia, stage 4" His head slowly shakes as he recalls the events for me "I was 
in shock. | never felt anything that made me think | was sick. There weren't any sign of this shit." He pauses 
again, trying to find the air to speak. "He told my friend that | probably had no more than 4 years. He said | 
could probably live longer if | started to do a treatment and chemo. | listen to them discuss the procedures. | 
felt like that was my chance to run way. So | took my clothes that | had been wearing, get dressed, and leave. | 
even left my friend behind. | didn't want to take all those treatments. That's why I'm trying to survive 
everyday in my own way. Everyday is like hell. | feel the pain in my bones and inside my chest. It's hard for 
me to breath. I'm feeling unusually tired and weak | barely have the strength to cross a room. I'm sweating a 
lot at night. | lose my appetite. I've got a this fever, sometimes low, sometimes high. My nose keeps bleeding. 
And sometimes, my skin shows a lot of tiny red spots and bruises. If my skin gets cut, its hard to stop the 
bleeding even though its just a small cut. That's why | always avoiding any sharp objects." He's showing me his 
arms. "| always wear double shirts or a jacket to hide my skinny body and my skin." 


"What?" | couldn't believe it. "Why didn't you just take the damn treatments Izzy???" 
"Its no use, Axl! You know it can't be cured!" 
"But you still have the chance to live longer if you take it, l2." 


"What, six months? A year? Whats the differencell I'm still ending up deadll Its just wasting my time and 
moneylll" And even Izzy shouting sounds so soft. 


"| could pay it for you if you want it, lz.Please..Just take the treatment..." 
"Its too late, Ax." 


"Why?" 


"Because | don't have enough time left.Now l'm so weak it'll kill me." 

The words that he just said hit me like a ton of bricks. My tears finally flow after holding it for so long. | 
cried.. | cry so hard.. | try to scream, but nothings comes out.. My chest feels so hurt..This pain that | feel is 
killing Me.My air was being stolen by invisible forces. Something hard pressed down on my chest. | couldn't just 
let him die. just couldn't. 

"| don't mind if | die." his whisper breaks my thoughts. 

"How could you..how could you even say that?" 

"After everything that | did to you.., | deserve it” 

"No Iz.you don't deserves this. forgave you a long time ago , Iz,.Please..Don't leave me..Don't leave Me alone." 
"Yes, | deserves it, Axl.But what | can't stand is that | don't have no more a chances..A chance for me to 
make up everything.Every mistake that | did it to you." The tears are coming out from his eyes. "I dont want 


to die.| don't want to die before | can make it up my mistakes.My mistakes to You.." 


His tears starts to falling. 


